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Shaw and soon the plays will have to go on without me. With Galsworthy
and Bennett the plays stopped dead as soon as they died, but with
Chekhov they only began to make themselves felt after his death and I
am glad because Chekhov is the greatest dramatist of all."
"Such nice people, so cultured and so futile !"
4'The point to remember is that Chekhov in giving us Russian life
gave us the life of every country house in England, in the same way as
Ibsen gave us ever)7 provincial house in the world. Tolstoy blew up such
homes with his fierce language, but Chekhov gently let them go to the
bailiffs! To__be gentle is to be very wise . . . not an easy thing, I can tell
you. To be wise is to be misunderstood/5
He asked me to examine a manuscript on the table. He said:
"I glanced through this and it reads quite well. Who on earth sent it,
I don't know. Why do all the budding dramatists presume on my
generosity?"
I too glanced through it and thought it very good. I imagined a
young author hopefully posting his work to the great dramatist, eagerly
awaiting every post. Perhaps an immediate invitation . . . perhaps an
introduction to a theatre manager. Such things were known to have
happened. Had not William Archer done so to the very great man
himself?
In a modest corner of the cover of this manuscript I found the name
of the author in very small hand:
Charlotte P. Shaw,
10, Adelphi Terrace, W.C.2.
I said nothing.
"Getting a play produced," he pronounced, "is all a matter of chance.
A manager may be at the moment hard up for a play and in his overcoat
pocket there lies one which he did not mean to look at. He suddenly
comes across it on a dull train journey to Aberdeen and he reads it because
he may not have anything better to do. Perhaps the famous playwright
whom he has asked to write for him has nothing ready and he has the
theatre on his hands. It is better to risk failure than vacuity and that is
when the new playwright steps in. I have only to commend a playwright
to make him the butt of every manager and later of the pawnbroker!
I have myself, made many an author by tearing him to bits, as the lions
assured Christianity by tearing a few harmless fanatics to shreds. I've
never helped a soul by praising him."